SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
And these great Spirits of high desire
Seem born to turn them best;                        60
To purge the mischiefs that increase,
And all good order mar,
For oft we see a wicked peace
To be well changed for war.
Siren.        Well, well, Ulysses, then I see,                          65
I shall not have thee here;
And therefore I will come to thee,
And take my fortunes there.
I must be won that cannot win,
Yet lost were I not won,                                70
For beauty hath created been,
T' undo, or be undone.